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OUR MINISTER'S sERMON,

The minister sadd lnst night, says ho
Don't be arrald of giems

It your life sin't worth nothing to olher falks

" r’m:uﬂr 1se of lhint't!“ :

And "W #ay o my wife, sayws I,

_ Brown, the miserable sinner,

He'd sootier & begnr wonld starve than give
A cent toward buyin' s dinser,

1 tell you our minister s prime, be is,
But T eculdu’t guite detenuine,

When I heard him s givin' it right and left,
Just who was hit by his sormon,

Of course (here conliln't be no uistake
When he talked of long-winded prayin’,
For Peterw and Johnson they sot and scowled

At every word he was saym’,

And the minister ho wont on to say,
“There's varions kinds of cheatin’,

And religion's as good for every day
An It Is 10 Liring to mectin',

1 don't think much of the man that gives
The lond smans at my preachin’,

And wpends his time the followin' week

In cheatin’ and overceachin’.”

1 guess that dose was bitter enough
For a man ke Jones to swallow ;

But I noticed be didn't open his mouth,
Not onos, aftor that, to holler ;

Hurrab, says I, for the minister |—
Of ¢ surse 1 said it quiet—

Give us some more of this open talk—
It's very refreshin’ diet.

The mintater hit "ern every time,
And when ho wpoke of fasldon,
And riggin' out in bows and things,
As wornan's rulin’ passion,
And comin' to church to see the stylos,
I eouldn’t belp s-winkin'
And a-nudgin' my wife, and says I, * Thal’s you ;"
And I guess it sot hor thinkin',

Bays I to myself, ithat sermon™ pat ;
But man i» & queocr creation :
And I'm much afraid that most of the folks
Waon't take the application,
Now, If he had said & word about
My personal mode of sinnin’,
I'd bave gone to work to right myself
And not sot there a-grinnin’,

Just then the minister says, says he
“ And now 1've comse to the fellors

Who've lost this shower by usin’ their friends
An & port o' moral wiobrellas

Go home,” ssys le, ““sod find your fanlts,
lnlhu.l of huntin® yonr Lrothers' ;

Go home," says he, ** aud wear tho oonts
You tried to Nt for others,”

My wife slie undged, and Brown be winked,
Aud there was lota o' smilin®,

Aund lots o' lookin' at onr paw
It sot iy olood a-bilin’,

Saye I to myself our minister

& gettin’ s lttle bitter ;

I tell B, when the meetin's out, that I

Ain't at all that kind of a critter,

A FLOWER IN THE WILDERNESS,

Do you ever judge, reader, of the
character of the inmates from the pli:i.
ognomy of their honses? I do, d
w{:sn @ stages swept round the corner
I looked out eagerly, for as the driver

had told me, about ten rods up the road | I

stood the house of Philander White,
His wife was my mother's own cousin,
and I was just thirteen years old when I
went there to make m visit. There
had been some guarrel between the two
families two or score yearsanterior
to my visit; and thongh my mother and
Mrs. White never participated in this,
the' fend of their ancestors had doubt-
less involved some coldoess between
them,

But to cut a long story shl?ert-—for l;.]lm

and paper gossip may be more dig-
E?Fed but not a wll)it better than tea
table seandal—I had been an invalid all
the previous winter,

hen soft April days (to which my
mother looked forward so eagerly) came,
they brought no bloom to my cheek, no
vigor to my step. My constitution
seemed to bave lost all its recuperative
power; and the doctor said : ** Send her
into the country, Miss May. If that
don’t help her she is lost to yon."”

Just before this Mrs. White had
learned through a mutual friend of my
illness, and the very day of the blunt
physician’s unltimatum brought a letter
to my mother,

“For the sake of my old love,” it
read, *‘let all that may have come be-
tween you and me be lost in the pleasure
of better memories, The hills of Meadow
. Brook are clothed in with greenness,
and now in this late May is the time for
Jennie to come to us. There is a
prophecy of health for her in the soft
wind that lifts the edge of my paperas 1
write. 'We know she 18 your and we
will be very tender of your darling.
Will von not trust ber for a single sum-
mer "

And before another week was passed
my trunk wns packed and marked,
«Philander White, Meadow Brook.”
I looked out, as I have eaid, and there
gat the pleasant white house, with its

en window blinds, thes shrubbery in
z":nt, and the cherry trees behind, My
heart went out to it, and at once; and it
did a moment later to the 1{: tle-voiced
woman and the fair, dark-haired girl
who rushed out on the front steps and
kissed my cheok, md‘ “Cousin Jennie,
you are very welcome,'

But it is not all to tell you ef that
snmmer, though I look across the gray
year to its picture in the Maryland of
my memory that I have taken up my
pen this morning. Suffice it that the
mountain breezes of Meadow Brook did
their work well; and when in earl
antumn my mother came for her child,
ghe conld hardly identify the rosy-
cheeked girl who rushed in with her
curls dangling about her face and held
up her rosy lips for a kiss,

I think 1t must have been nearly two
months after my domestication at Aunt
Mary's—for so 1 eall my mother’s consin
—when Uncle Charles Brace, her hus-
band's brothtfmite(i Il'u:il'. Ho was a
minister, and Coraand 1 had anticipated
the gem.{em'a advent with anything
but plensant emotions, QOur “
ceived notions of the
elongated visage and solemn, puritanioal
manner, which we regarded as
concomitants of the profession, soon
vanished before the beautiful kindling
of his smile and the winnin gentleness
of his manner. He was E’uule Phil's
youngest brother and not more than
twenty-eight at that time; wnd his re-
ligion had deepened and harmonized bis
fine ‘g:-.tiu tempemment without check-
ing outflow of that nnder-current of
humor which sparkled throngh his chas-

scter, Uucle Charles was soon our com-
panion in our rides and rambles, and
our confidant in our girlish plans,

“You don't reall; mean s, Unocle
Charlie,” and Cora’'s bright face was
lifted from the roses and inms we
weare weaving into the bouquet for the
mantel, * You don't really think what
you just said, that in every heart there
18 o fountain; some blossom iu the
buman wilderness of every sounl.”

He put down his paper and came
toward uws, **I1 have not a doubt of it,
my little girl. The story I was just
reading of the hardened old man who
cried because a child gave him a buuch
of mnnﬁo Ids, corroborates my remark,
The light that is in ns cannot quite be-
mmalz.nrkuan; the hearts that might
bring forth a hundred-fold for harvests
of heaven, will never become such
deserta but some good seed will take
root therein,”

“J don't believe it would, though, in
Farmer You don't know lnm as
well as T de, Unecle Charlie. He's one
of the richest men in all Meadow Brook ;
he's worth thousands and thousands.
He's & bachelor, you know, and lives in
the t rod honsse on the road to
Woodbury, yon remember. Well, he
never goes to church ; he never loved a

precon
clergyman’s | pe

human being in his life, Now don't

| think Farmer Keep—why, Grandma

Deane, how do you dot”
The lady whose entrance pub this

sudden period to my consin’s peroration,
came slowly to the ing chair,
Cora drew 1t out for her, Bhe was the
oldest lady in the wi The hair

under her cap, white as hillside snow,
had imprisoned the sunshine of fourscore
and ten summers; but she still retain
much of the physical stamina which,
with her active sentiment, had made her
80 vigorons a woman for many years,

“ What's toat you're saying, child,
about Farmer Keep i” said the old lady
with & pleasant smile, as she pinned her
knitting sheath to her waist.

“Why, I wes telling Uncle Charlie
what a cold, hard man Le is. You've
always known hiin, Grandma Deane,
and now did he ever do a good thing or
ever love anybody in his life 1"

“Yes, he loved a girl once, I think I
remember.”

“Farmer Keep loved a girl oncei”
repeated Cora, with a half contemptous
and wholly skeptical ecurl of her red

p:‘Slm'u forgotten,” she added in an
undertone to Uncle Charlie and me, for
Grandma Deane was slightly deaf,

““No, I haven't forgotten, neither,”
she said, lnmnig‘ her hand on Cora's hair;
“1 have led unoy Reid on my lap too
often and rocked her eradle—poor, little
motherless thing !—too many times to
have forgotten, )
Cora’s look of incredulity was giving
way to one of curiosity.

“Grandma Deane, won't you tell ns
all about it! Jennieand I will sit down
on the stool, and I know by that look in
Unecle Charlie’s eye, he wants to hear it,
o, Oome, let the flowers go, Jennie ;"
and my vivacions cousin established her-
sell at the old lady’s feet,

CGrandma Deane slipped the yarn
around her little finger and commenced :
“ Let me see, It cannot be more than
forty-two or three years this summer
since Justin Keep came up to Farmer
Reid’s to let himself out for the harvest
boy, throngh harvesting. 'The Reid
house stood a little this side of Btony
Creek, There is nothing left of it now
except the chimney, and it looks ont
gray and cold from the grass all about
it ; but forty years it was a fine old
place, with lilacs, and the hop vines run-
ning all aronnd the back. Lucy was
ImrSIy three weeks old when she lost her
mother, Her father never married again
and the child grew up there in the old
home ns fair and sweet a8 the flowers
about her, BShe was turnirg into fifteen
when Justin came that summer, He was
a shy, stronge sort of a lad, and the
neighbors said Farmer Reid would never

et the salt for his porridge ont of him.

e'd been bound out until he was

eighteen to some man down in Maine,
and he hadn't a relation in the world he
knew of, nor a decent suit of clothes,
when he came to Farmer Reid's house.
But for all that, Justin proved a smart,
likely boy ; and the farmer, who some-
how was never very beforehanded—I
always thought his wife's sudden death
burt him—found that Justin was & real
prize.
“At first he was gloomy and silent,
doing his work and taking little notice
of anybody. But he couldn’t stand it
long before Lucy. I wouldn’t like to
have the heart that that girl's smile
wouldn't bave thawed out, She was just
like & bird around the old rhne, singing
from morn till night, and her blue :jm.
that were like her mother's, seamed to
be sending out one laugh and her lips
another, I never wondered ber father
doted on her as he did, and, of course,
Justin wasn't long in the house before
she tried to make friends with him,

“ Poor fellow! it must bave seemed
very strange to him nt first, for I don't
believe anybody had given him  kind
word until he came to Meadow Brook,
But he made ladders for her flowering
vines to run on, and got shells for the
borders, and up the dahlias,
and did » thmmmn th:'.-i.lmr things which
took them out into the garden after sup-
r, and made them the best of friends.
“Lumey had a playfal childish
abont her that made her seem mneh
younger than she was; then she was
small of her age, so that at fifteen she
did not seem a bit older than you are,
Cora, -

“ Well, she rode on top of Justin's hay
cart and helped him lusk eorn in the
barn, and pretty goon the farmer noticed
» change in Justin, He got him a new

#uit of clothes, and his face lost its down
look, and after harvesting Farmer Reid

made him an offer to tarry all winter, So
Justin sta taking Lncy's advice, nnd
went to distriet school and, though
he had no education before, he went
ahead of many an older scholar that win-
ter. Justin stayed with the farmer fonr
years ; then he had a good offer some-
where in New York State, and conclud-
ed to for the winter only.

“Lucy Reid hnd grown into a young
woman by this time ; and a handsomer
one, children, these dim eyes never
looked upon. I don’t know how it hap-
pened, for Lmney might have had her
vick among the boys for miles aronnd,
Lut somehow she took to Justin, and
when he left, they were engaged to be
married one year from that time.”

“Why, Grandma Deane! you ain't
?oing to stop now1" eried Cora in alarm,
or the old lady had laid down ber knit-
ting.

“ No, my child,"” she said, moving her
:Eectulm and wiping her eyes; “ but

@ rest is a sad story, and I must h
over it. 1 don't exactly know how it
happened, but that winter Lnoy’s father
got into n terrible lawsnit with Bquire
Wheeler. There was some flaw in the
titls, and the f.)eorle said it was plain
the old man should let the homestead
go. Theysaid, too, he'll never survive it;
and better perhaps, he unever had, than
kept it ns he did; but one day Bqunire

eelar, to all the neighborhood’s as-
tonishment, rode over to the farm.

“ What he did there was never exactly
known ; but in a little while it was
rumored that the suit was withdrawn,
and next spring Lucy Reid was to be
married to his son, Stillman Wheeler,
And so it was, One bright March day
she went to the old church yonder and
ana herself to him. He was a good-
ooking man, but never over-smart, the
neighbors whispered; and I always
thought that it was his father's money,
more than anything else, that kept him
up.|l
“ But Justin, Grandma Deane—what
became of him "

““There is a dark look about the whole
matter, Lucy was made the victim of
some terrible falsehood. I never blamed
her father, for the loging of the home-
stead seemed completely to shatter him,
I only know that Bquire Wheeler and
his son were at the bottom of it, and
that Lucy Reid went to the altar, be-
lieving that Justin had been false to
her."”

“Dear me, how dreadful! Did he
ever come back "
“Yes, the next May. Luecy had been
a wife two months, Justin had net
heard of her marriage. Bhe was at
home visiting hnmer. When she
first saw him she fell down like one
stricken with o fit. But he carried her
into the house and there learned all
Both hiad been deceived.”
“It was a terrible scene the old front
room witnessed, Justin swore wen-
oe, and it was not till, with clasped
ands and streaming eyes the young
wife knelt to the only man she ever
loved and pleaded for the life of her hus-
band, that he promised for her sake to
spare his life, Buat from the day of
ustin’s visit Lucy was a changed
woman, All the light and gladness of
her being seemed dead in her, Bhe
moved about her house pale and guiet,
with a look of patient suffering in her
once sunay eyes that made my heart
ache to behold,”
“And her husband-—did she ever tell
Lim what she had learned t”
“I think not. His father nud Luoy’s
had died in less than two years after the
marringe. The Squire was much less
wealthy thau was supposed. The next
s;gring Lucy and her husband moved
est, and somehow people lost sight of
them."”
“ And Justin 1"
“You know the rest, my child. He
became a moody, unhappy man, asking
no sympathy and giving none. But he
was always smart at a bargain and in a
few years he laid up enough money to
buy Deacon Platt's farm when his son
went South, Ever since, he has added
acres to his lands and hundreds to the
banks ; but for all that, he is a man
soured toward all his race—n man who
was never known to give a little child
a smile or a beggar a crust of bread. 1
have sometimes thought hia heart was
like a desert, without a tree to shade or
a stream to gladden it, And yet it bore
a bright blossom once ; and belisve me,
children, for it is the word of an old wo-
man who has seen and known much of
the ways of man, it is always so, The
heart may be a great wilderpess, but in
some of its by-ways there has grown a
flower,”

Cora and I looked at ench other and at
Unecle Charlie. Just then Aunt Mary
came in, She had been out and had not
heard of Gradma Deane's visit. But
Cura stole up to her uncle, and, winding
her arms about his neck, whispered:

“1 shall believe it -lwm-n, Uncle
Charlie, now I have heard the story of
Farmer Keep, that there is a blossom in
the wilderness of every heart."”
| 11t was a sultry August day in the sum-
mer I passed at Meadow Brook. The
wind, low and slumberous as the hush of
s mother's voice at nightfall, crept up
among the corn and down among the
ryannd wheatflelds, that lay like broad
green folda about the dwelling of Farm-
or . There was no poem of flowers
about the front yard ; no graceful, har-
moniging touches of megling vine or
waving curtains about the old red home-
stead ; and yet it had & quiet, substan-
tinl, mattor-of-fact physiognomy, that
somehow made a home feeling about
your heart,

I think it must have been this uncon-
acions I’auling which decided the course
of the girl who stood at the point where
the ronds diverge, and gazed wistiully
about her that afternoon., Bhe seemed

very tired, and her coarse straw bounet

and ealico dress were covered with dust,
If had looked in her face you wonld
not have forgotten it, It conld not have
been more than fifteen summers, It was
very and ita sweet, sad beauty made

ou think of nothing but summer flowers
5mnnhod with summer mins, Her eyes
, moist blue that rolls

mh:f MM

out from un of April cloud
and her lips, ri 'ﬂﬁ !n.llplml t.h:i
touch of sorrowlulnessabont tiwm. whieh
tells yon always the heart beneath is full

of tears, The girl’s hand tightly
the little boy's by her side. @ resem-
blance between them would have told

ou at once they were brother and aister,

ut his life could not have covered more
than a third of hers. The little fellow’s
oyea were full of tears, and the bright
curls that crept out from his hat were
damp with meisture, A few minutes
later she opened the broad back gate,
and went to the kitchen door. Farmer
Keep's housekeaper—an old woman with
yellow nighteap, and check apron tied
:;;er ‘l‘xer linsey wool skirt—answered her

m .

“Do yon want any help, or do you
know ofnuy round here that does " tim-
idly asked the girl,

’Fha old lady peered at her with dim
ayes, *“*No,"” said she, “There nin’t
but fonr on ns—Farmer Keep and the
two hired men, and me, It's harvest
time just now, though, and I reckon
you'd find a place in the village.”

“Thank you. Bennie, here, my little
brother, is tired, for we walked from the
deLx;]t. Can you let us come in and rest
awhile"

“‘Sartin you can."”

The sight of the child touched the
heart of the woman, and they went into
the large kitchen, and sat down in the
flag-bottomed chairs, while, with a glow-
ing check, the girl cast about in her
mind for the best manner in whict to
present her petition for food. Belore
she had decided the master of the house
suddenly entered the kitchen, for it was
nearly dinner time, He wns a large,
muscular, broad-chested, sun-burned
man, with a hard, gloomy expression on
4his face, where fifty years were now be-
ginning to write their history. He stood
still Wlﬁ.l surprise, gazing on the new
occupants of the kitchen ; and the boy
drew close to his sister, and the girl
threw up a timid, frightened glance into
the gloomy face,

““You don't know of anybody here that
wants a little help, do ye, farmer "
nsked the woman., ‘‘Here's a little girl
that wants a place, and as she's walked
from the du:rot. 1 told her she might
come in and rest a bit before she went
up into the village to try her luck !”

““No," shortly answered the farmer—
“Dinner ready!” And the rich man
turned away without one gentle or kind
look for two homeless cghildren whom
God had brought to his door.

“Lmney, Luoy, don’t stay here. I'm
afraid.”  And the little boy’s lip curled
and quivered =s he turned his face from
the farmer’s.

“ Lucy, Lucy,” how those little,
trembling tones went down, down, down,
into the man's hard heart! How the dead
days of his youth burst ont of their graves,
and rushed throngh his memory at that
low, broken, ** Lucy, Lucy !" He turn-
ed and looked at the girl ; not sourly, as
before, but with a kind and eager gues-
tioning interest.

“ What's your name "

“ Lucy Wheeler, sir."”

He staggered back and eanght hold of
the nearest chair, ** And what was your
mother'si” ¢ Luey Reid. She used to
live at Meadow Brook. 8o I eamé here
to get work ; she told me to before she
died.”

At that moment the angels looked
down and saw the seed that had lain for
two-score years in the heart of Justin
Keep, spring up, and the flower blossom
in the wilderness. He strode across the
kitchen to the bewildered girl. He
brushed back her bonnet and turned her
face to the light. He eonld not be mis-
taken, It was the one framed and hung
in the darkened room of his sonl. The
blue eyes of Lucy looked again in his
own, At that moment the little boy

ushed in between them, and gazed wist-

ully in the man's face, Farmer Keep

sat down and took the child in his arms.
He tried to speak, but, instead, t
soba came and heaved his strong chest,
The trio in the kitchen gazed at them in
mute astonishment,

“ Lucy's children, Lney’s children !"
he mormured st last, in a voice whose
tenderness was like that of a mother,
* God has sent you to me. For her sake
this sball be your home, For her sake
I will be a father to you."”

Five years after, Cora wrote to me :
“We are haviag fine times now, dear
Cousin Jennie, and mamma wants to
know if you do not need to renew

onr checks amongsthe dews of Mendow
%mok. Unele Charlie is with us, and if
you were also, onr bappiness wounld be
complete.

“ Lmey Wheeler—yon remember her—
has the place in my heart next to yours,
Her disposition is as lovely as her face,
and that is saying a great deal, forits
swoel beauty does one good to behold it.
Farmer Keep seems to idolize her and
Bennie. He is a charming man now,
He goes to church regularly every Sab-
bath. He spares no pains or expense in
Lmcy's edueation, mg:\'ha will be an ac-
complished woman, She is here very
often, and I have suspicions that Unele
Clm'ilt!—but no matter, I will not trust
this to you and paper.

** But now, Jennie, what a lesson has
all this taught me. How has it deep-
ened my faith in God and humanity,

Now w my heart yearns over {he
wrotohed, sinning onteast, I remember
always t there is n flower in the

PRINCELY ISCOMESN.

Enormous Wealth ot the Owners ol the
Great Silver Minos,
Virginia City (Nov.) Correspondanocs of N, ¥, Sun, ]

The yield of the Consolidated Virginia
mine iu March list was §3,6034,208 20,
These figures are official, as I got them
from Mr. Taylor, principal book-lmryr.
Since this mine commenced paying divi-
denda lh_wtookhnldera have mmm,
000,00v in ronnd numbers, The Califor-
nia mine, the richest known mine in the
world, paid its first monthly dividend on
the 16th instant, Ol,m.iil). or $2 per
&'hl:m :‘or each of ita 540,000 shares,

ese two mines pa dividends
of $2,160,000, Bemlnm July, the
Onhfudxomm'dlm‘ilne is ex to pay a
mon ividend of &3 pershare, or 81,
620,000 monthly. The present pric‘e
ﬂ_ﬂmm_ of these stooks is, respectively:
Jalifornia, §80; Consolidated Virginia,
$73. Like all mining stocks they are
snbject to startling fluctuations. The
knowing ones, however, do not look for
any material changes in prices of these
two stocks this summer, It is not alto-
gether n matter of speculation with re-
gard to these mines, What ore con-
tain is pretty closely ascertained, At
present there is enough first-class ore
therein to keep the mines going for at
least three years,

Col, Fair, Superintendant, is now erect-
ing & new BO-stamp mill, in addition to
the numerons mills alread by
himself and erd. When this is fin-
ished you'll hear of some unparalleled
results from the Bonanza mines, Fair
expects to turn ont $5,000,000 a month,
He can doit. Itis only a question of
milling facilities, There is no lack of
ore,
In view of the stupendous wealth of
these mines, the question often occurs to
me: What will be the eventual limit of
the wealth of *“ Bonanza Kings1"” Peo-
ple who have watched their fortunes
with eritieal eyes aver that they ure now
worth in money and property upwards of
$£100,000,000. Itis a common remark
here that Mackay has an income of §800,-
000, gold, a month, Since the Califor-
nia mine commenced paying dividends
it must have added at least 8150,000 to
his monthly income, I think I may say
that his monthly income is in round
numbers a million of dollars, I do not
ask you to nccept my bare staternent as
n fact, but beg to call your attention to
the following extract from a biographi-
cal article on that gentleman, published
in the San Francisco News Letler, March
4, inst.

It bins been calenlated in regard to the total
income of this yonngest of the quartette of
** Bonanza Princes,” that every mivute of the
day and night twenty-five golden dollars drop
into his ot with mechanical and monoton-
ous regnlarity. Mr. Mackay owns thires-eighths
of the famous Donanzs mines, from whick his
incomo is estimated to be over $300,000 per
mouth.

James (. Fair’s incomse is not less than
£600,000 & month ; Flood's, $7560,000;
O'Brien's, $500,000, Now, here are
four men with a gross income of nearly
§3,000,000 a month, every man of them
hard-working, practical business men.
With $100,000,000 ahead already, and &
yearly income of 836,000,000, Ithink it is
safe to #ot them down in Jaunary, 1879,
as the richest quartette in the world.
The question is frequently asked: **“What
will Mackay do with his fortunet " Peo-
ple seem to forget that the more money
a man has the more nses he finds for it
Of all the people on this const, Mackay
himself is the least anxions about find-
ing a use for his money,

An Incident,

SBome one writing in the Chieago
Tribune relates the following incident :

Not very long ago I was ricing on the
cars, and an incident occurred that
seemed to me #o beantifal that T want to
tell it for the encouragement of woman-
kind. There were two old men sitling
behind me, strangers to each other, but,
like little children, comparing ages and
their lives, They were seventy and sev-
enty-five years old, both farmers, and
both had recently lost their wives—one
80 recently that his heart was full of his
sorrow, and his eyes overflowed as he
talked. They were uncultired men,
and of course nsed no fine language,
Saiel one : **She never spoke an nnkind
word to me in all the fifty years I lived
with her, I have heen visiting my chil-
dren, and going from place to place, but
I am lorely all the time, and I miss bher
so mnch,” The other old man said his
wife wns sick for many months; * but,”
says he, ““my success in life is as much
hers as mine, Bhe was a faithful, true
wife, always brulr, wlways doing her
part, and now she is gone, I am so
réstless all the time, and ecan stay no-
where lanﬁ. I hope I shall soon go to
her, for life is so d and lonely."”
And so they talked, comforting and
sympathizing with each other, What n
testimony to the lives of those two
womon, farmers’ wives, who had lived
rIu_ial.. humble lives, performed their
daily duties, brought up their ehildren,
and left this monnment in the hesrts of
their husbands! Are there plenty of
such women now, and are there plenty
of husbands who wso appreciate their
wives

What would those men and women
liave #aid to read the three advertise-
ments in the paper that I did to-day,
** Divorces le@ﬁ; and guistly obtained,"
“ Personal appearance unnecessary,’”
“For incompatibility,” ete.t

Couldu’t Stand Our (lmate,

An Esquimanx family lives near Fort
Truombull, New London, Conn. o
captain of the Polaris lrought them
down from their Arctie home a few Yoars

ﬁd Hannah, Thej"hmﬂ‘urmnoh l’nlnw:d.
ing changed their fur clothing for
An'i::ﬂnn wear, which, they say, s full
of holes that let the wind through.

Pith and Point,
Waex parents yield up their danghters
in marriage they do it with miss-givings.
Way are many peuoEIo‘like eggs! Be-

. | enuse they are too full of themselves to
hold any else, :

Tar two places to look for Philadal-
phia pickpockets—the cent-ennial and
the penny-tentinry.

“ Two mianes,” said Mohammed, “I
abhor: the learned in his infidelitien,the
fool in his devotions.”

Way is “‘naming the day " for the
wedding like a naval battle! Becanse
it's & marry-time engagement.

To avorp suspicion, doetors, under-
takers, milkmen and pump-makers
should be distant ncquaintances,

Maxy a man who has not s cent in his
pocket owns a corn which he would nok
allow you to step on for the world.

“ Exeaanryy furnished rooms to rent
in & family consisting of two floors™ s
part of an advertisement in a New York
newspaper.

A wosay in Macon, Ala, had twins
twice, and then triplets; and after the
last lot her husband ran sway, and has
not returned.

A powp rascal on an Illinocis railroad
train pretended to be the eonductor, col-
lected all tha eash fares in two cars, and
jumped off with the money.

“ Dipx't you guarantee, sir, that the
horse wouldn't shy before the fire of an
enemy !” *““No more he won't. 'Tisn't
till after the fire that he shies.”

Tax Glaziers' nnion, of Montreal, an-
nounce a grand ball.  ** All sash e |"—
New York Advertiser. Putty good.
Wounder if they had any glass puddin’,—
Boston Globe,

“ Sam, did you take me for a sardinet™
said a sable orator at an exciting politi-
eal meeting,. ““No,” was the reply,
“I's always ' od you as a (n&-
water minnow, wasn 't wul picklin”.”

Iv a pretty fairy should come to me.
And sek, ** What thing would you ttke to be1*
I'd say, * On the whole,
I will be a wole™
Oh, that would be jnst the thing for me!
1'd go stealght down and not care a g
What n’]nlrmmg things in the ground 1'd meet,
For if 1 were a mole 1'd dig and dig
Till my nose shoald tickle the Chinaman’s foet !

Scexe—Vi inn, Hampshire, Lan-
guid Swell—"Sthawa Wifl' caw heaw?
Barmaid—Beg pard'n, sir! Swell—
‘Bthawa Wifl 'caw heaw? Barmaid—
Don't understand French, sir! Swell—
Haw! (Exit.) He is supposed to have
meant, is there a rifle corps, heref—
Punoh,

A rasorsarine young widow having
married again, annoyed her second hus-
band by frequent references to her first,
whereat he finally remoustrated. I
dare say,” replied the fond creature,
pouting her pretty lips, ** that yon'll be
glad to have me remember yon when
you are dead and gone and I'm married

again,

Tae true story is thus presented to an
anxions public by the poet of the Brook-
lyn Argus -

At niidnight an the Turk serenely alept,

Hlept in the palace of the Teheragan—

They pinked him with s earving-knife or two,

And so he died, this Abdul Aziz Eahn,

Died ue Mustspha died, and Selim 1L,

Without one loyal bosom heaving o'er him ;

Up toward the Croscent turned his Tarkish toes,
And left five bost-loads of fair women to deplere
Bitw,

A GENTLEMAN conversing with a Brook-
Iyn lady about the absurdity of female
apparel and the frivolity of fashionable
life, exelnimed: “Is there on earth a
bigger fool than the mere woman of
fashion!” Her questioner cousidered
himself shnt np and put down, like a
disagreeable book, when the lady an-
swered : * Yes, the man who admires
ber.”

Choctaw Courtship.

The Cheyenne (Wyoming) Leader has
this bit of deseription : *The Indians
talk little under any circumstances.
Thus it is to be naturally supposed thas
when a young fellow dons his best
(which is generally set off with a ealico
blouse having large flaming sleeves,
and his hat stack full of feathers, with
two or thres yards of searlet ribbon
hanging down his back) he would be
about speechless by the time he arrives
at the ‘old man’s " mansion. After dis-
mounting from his pony, he takes his

ition on the fence, and sita there till
16 sees his fair one ot the door, when
grins audibly, and if she does likewi
he takes it for granted that he is
come, and goes into the house,
generally consists of one room, and con-
tains all the family, and therein
to make his speech, which at
thest nmotm::h to thmnhgmn
sucosss de very much n an
vitation mpemoka by the hl.Eﬂr of
courted }m‘hl It 'l;hﬂ“":i:;l. ?gr:l::
respect for him, he
a.ft}:' taking s whiff hands it to the
young man, who in turn takes a whiff,
and so p!'nﬂﬂl'd. whiff about. The
longth of time they smoke depends alto-
other on the estoem the father has for
the hmu,h:mrso-ruinnmqu
such visits up cournge
enongh to say *Che-te-ha-li-de-la-li-am-
mi 1 which means in English ‘ Will you
have me i’ If she says ‘ Ky-yo," which
means * No,’ takes himself off, If
e

£5

Tun lawyers of Ireland are indigonant
at n hcgnh-.r who advertises in the
newaspapers, The ancient etiquotte of

ago, Of vleven who c_-risim“." composed |
the family six have died snd three have |

the legal, or of the medical, ‘on-
lion‘;q m-umumum;:i‘u

on«’s business in the same solumn with

returned, leaving only Ebebing and Tu- | announcemonts of dry goods and gro-

kilitoo, whose Enghsk names are Joseph | cories.



